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thor. He is more like a sailor than a miner,
but like a sailor who is almost painfully sensi-
tive and refined. He talked to me about Clar-
ence Mangan a good deal. Mangan is a great
favorite of his. He recited, for the benefit of
a Saxon who stood by, Mangan's Dark Rosa-
leen. Himself a peasant, he turned for the
moment's inspiration to the country where
poetry has been a living voice among the
people.

There has been some talk lately in the Par-
nell Commission about the Clondalkin Branch
of the National League. Archbishop Walsh
in his evidence mentioned it as the only
branch whose action he had been compelled
to condemn. They had written up a black list
of people they did not approve of. When I
was last in Ireland I saw a good deal of the
main mover in the matter. Not at all a fire-
brand, one would think, but a quiet shoe-
maker, who had read and thought a great
deal. I used often to stray into his shop to
have a chat about books, among the leather
clippings. Since then I have seen at odd
times in Irish papers sketches and stories of
peasant character by him, all full of keen ob-
servation. Carlyle, Emerson and Miss LafFan
are his favorite authors. When I saw him last
he was struggling with Emerson's Over-Soul,